THE THESMOPHORIAZUSAE, 430-454

Somehow or other he must die the death.
That's all 111 say in public : I'll write out
A formal motion with the clerkess there.

CH.      Good heavens ! what force and tact combined !
O, what a many-woven mind !
A better speech, upon my word,
I don't believe I ever heard.
Her thoughts so clean dissected,
Her words so well selected,
Such keen discrimination,
Such power and elevation,
Twas really quite a grand, superb,

magnificent oration.0
So that if, in opposition,          *

Xenocles came forth to speak.
Compared with her
You'd all aver
All his grandest, happiest efforts

are immeasurably weak!

SECOND WOMAN. Ladies, I've only a few words to add.
I quite agree with the honourable lady
Who has just sat down : she has spoken well and

ably.

But I can tell you what I've borne myself.
My husband died in Cyprus, leaving me
Five little chicks to work and labour for.
IVe done my best, and bad's the best, but still
I've fed them, weaving chaplets for the Gods.6
But now this fellow writes his plays, and says
There are no Gods ; and so, you may depend,
My trade is fallen to half; men won'fcbuy chaplets.
So then for many reasons he must die ;

* Lit." in the myrtle-market. Up to this time I maintained
myself, though in a very poor way.**
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